- 


"YL —_ * 
A . * A 
of > - wm — 

' * E 
© S -* ” EF * 


l * 
» * 'T * 4 9 A. 7 1 - 
- — N . Pg * 
; Wo - , , 8 
1 A , R *. Ph + 
. =. * 
o C 
. < * = * F 
4 ; 82 3 
- . * — a = > = " 
. o _ — ba 
= 4 1 „ — 
- 


＋ 


? " 
o n 9 * * - 2 
- 3 of 
* 
9 , 8 ol : 
= — . 1 -< 1 = 
. y b 
F- R . 0 M f H E 0 
* . te _ 
, « 
* : g 2 » 
* w a e 2 
* * ca 
— / -% 
= dad by * 
© 3 
pa 4 


0 F- Tre LATE 


MISS. CARTER, — 


, , 
Codd * 8 2 1 +> / - FJ 


8 * — F . 


21 WITTENHAM, 2... 
OY pun xs. 8 2 


By WILLIAM PALMER, A. 8. 5 


BarLiot Collect, Ox roh. 


To which are addid} an”. OR 
Some COMPOSITIONS | in n conſequence of her Wo 


ParoTea BY Re Tam wa 
EM  MzDCC,xcit. 


— TI 


— 


by 


APOLOGY 


FOR THE FOLLOWING PAGES.” 


Tims little ſelection has been 
made for two reaſons ; the one is, 
to pay ſome laſting g, tho' ſmall, tri- bf 
bute to the memory of her, whoſe 


boſom was once inſpired by its ſen- 
timents: the other is, that the re- 
membrance of her may be more 
ſtrongly impreſſed on the minds of 
thoſe who loved her while living, 
and who, with me, lament ber 
now removed. e 


* 


| „„ 
The former inducement is more 
fully enforced, from the conſider- 
ation, that converſation but rarelß 
affords an opportunity of delineat- 
ing the more ſerious and elevated 
ſentiments of the ſoul, which with 
her, were more ſuppreſſed by her 
modeſty and diffidence. It u, 
however, but juſt to notice, that 
the following · ſentiments were the 
momentary effuſions of an humane 
and fine imagination, and were 
conſigned to the page without 
ſtudy or correction. Ret ; 
| Many, perhaps moſt, of my 
friends will cenſure, this ſtep; 
but as Iam convinced that the pre- 
| ceding 


N 
; ceding conſideration will remove 4 
every diſcredit towards her, I have 
reſolved on this teſtimony of eſ- 
teem for her worth ; and as I have 

no ambitious views to reſtrain me; 


I have added the feelings which her 


death cauſed: I hope, therefore, 
that every allowance will be given, 
when it is remembered that they 
were witneſſed when my mind was 
ſuffering the ſharpeſt conflict to 
which human nature could be ex- 
poſed. 

As her diſpoſition was ſo ſeri- 
ouſly gay, and characteriſed by ſo 
great a ſhare of delicate and refined 
humour, it may be aſked why no 5 
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| let it be obſerved, that ſerious mo- 
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Select Sentences, &c. 


. The following Extra alludes to the 2 q 
lage of Lilile Wittenham, and was 71 
written in the 2 | | 


e As ſor this lovely place, | 


it increaſes, daily and hourly, towards 


induced to believe; that Nature has 7 
beſtowed on it charms peculiar to it- 
felf, ſo delightfully does ſhe cloathe it 
with all her ſweets The Iſis is calm 
and majeſtic. ME Og 0 | | 


| perfect beauty: at times I am almoſt __ | 


7 Y 5 9 
The landſcape 1s enchanting, and 
the wood begins to be tinged with 
| the ſoft verdure of ſpring ; I wan- 
dered in it laſt evening a conſiderable 
time, peaceful and alone. 

Prior ſurely muſt have thought 
that what the world called happineſs. 
was a mere deluſion, when he contem- 
plated the ſtory of Henry and Emma : 
under his favorite wild cherry tree; 
it is now as beautifully in bloom ag 
it could poſſibly have been at that 
time, but it is inſenſible that the bard 
who conſecrated it to Fame, has been | 
a long while laid low in the duſt. This, 


1 feel makes me ſerious, and I muſt 


4 aſk 
7 W 4 


Cy”) 


aſk you why you was ſo fad at leaving | 


me the other day—that ſeparation was 
but for a ſhort time, remember that ; 


we muſt one day part, never to meet 


again, at leaſt as mortals! but what 


am I about? I fear my remedy will be 


worſe than the diſeaſe. 


You letter to my dear Eliza is for- 
warded with all poſſible expedition ; 


and I doubt not it is anſwered ere 


this. You aſk me if I approve of 
your proceedings, or if I feel a little 
jealous ; believe me you are welcome 
to write whatever you pleaſe to any 


one; I feel no anxiety; ſecure in your 


affections, - 
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affections, I can know no diſtreſs from 


any thing you will do: Jealouſy, that 


grades the mind to meanneſs, and 


you aſk me which I think preferable, 


9 


n 


moſt ſuſpicious and deceitful of friends, 
I never harbour in my breaſt, for I con- | 
ſider it the bane of every ſocial and 
confidential ſentiment, becauſe it re- 
flects diſhonour on its poſſeſſor, de- 

throws a ſuſpicious gloom over every 
enjoyment of life; indeed it renders 
our do exiſtence a ſeries of miſery. 


— —— — 


2 : * 


od tell me that you 


have met with ſome curious girls, and 


the Coquette or the Prude; they are 


to 


© | * by - 
11 8 
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to me like ſullen and violet madneſs; 


they are equally diſguſting, for while 

the Prude obſerves a fly and demure 
reſerve, by no means correſpondent 
with the refined ſociability of our na- 
ture, or the nice line of female mi 45 
deſty and politeneſs, the Coquette ren- | 
ders herſelf diſguſtful to the modeſt of 
our ſex, and becomes the ridicule of 


your's ; ſo far will pertneſs and vanity oY 


hurry her away. For my own part, oY 
whilſt I ſeek (what I fancy) a proper | 


ſhare of that modeſty, which the for- 
mer affects beyond all reaſon, I hope 


_ 
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1 ſhall cultivate a ſufficient ſhare of 2 
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that vivacity, which the latter exag- 


gerates 
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Tuxxx are but two flowers which 


are particular favourites with me—the 
lilly of the valley and the moſs roſe; 


the elegance of the one is as ſtriking 


$ as the beauty of the other: vou will 
mile at the alluſion which now comes 


acroſs my brain. I think the lilly 
perſonifies the tenderneſs of ſpring 
the roſe, the beauties of funimer.— 


The former beams with the innocence 


of infancy—the latter glows with the 
bloom of youth. How applicable are 
the lovely lines of Thompſon (tho' he 


had 


FF. x cn 
had other thoughts at the time of writ- 
ing them) I have altered one word in 
each, but I hope the liberty is par- 
donable — 11 


* This the mild luſtre of the blooming morn, 
% And that the radiance of the riſen day.” 


. 
. 
—— — — 
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Mr mother, who has 


this moment entered'the room, defires 


me to give her love to you, and at the 
ſame time bids me ſay, that an old 
woman's love (as ſhe ſtiles herſelf) will 
do you no harm, tho poſſibly you may 
not feel much benefited by it. But 1 
am certain, I may ſay, that your opi- 
nion differs from her's, and agrees 
55 B with 


| 
| 
; 
| 
| 
| 


ee 
with mine, when J ſay, that the affec- 


tion of an amiable woman (chough not 


young) muſt ever be pleaſing. 


1 
— — 
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Women are certainly conſidered as 
a kind of full-grown children by many 
of the other fex. What a al | 


do we often find mixed converſation, 


when the ſelf. conceited ſcholar con- 
deſcends to converſe with us. 
Sometimes, however, we find a man 
who conſiders us as endowed with 
common ſenſe, and perhaps ſomething 


more (an opinion which the flatterer 


can never entertain): when ſuch a 


character preſents himſelf, I declare I 
look 


9 = 
look up to him with reſpectful eſteem. 

The ſun is not aſhamed to enlighten | 
his ſiſter orb with his rays! indeed I 
fear that there is too much reaſon to 
believe that the chief fault reſts on our 


= ==: 


— You ſay that — has 
made a thouſand profeſſions of the ob- 
ligations, under . which he labours for 


your friendſhip, but that youi cannot 


allow any obligation between diſin- 
tereſted friends. Happy will it be | 


for us, if we may agree in every 
other point as perfectly as in this! for 
1 think that people may feel ſuch an 


B2 exalted 


Fan pF- 
exalted degree of friendſhip as will re. 
je& every idea of the exiſtence of ob- 
ligation. Indeed I believe the hidden 
ſpring which actuates ſociety, is to 


render each other every poſſible ad- 
vantage; and friendſhip may be de- = 
fined to be, the ſerving another with- 
out the moſt remote idea of a return. 
If any one confers a kindneſs, and flat- 
ters himſelf that he is beſtowing a fa- 
vor, oſtentation intrudes itſelf into the 
place of friendſhip, for the motive is 
not ſo much to ſerve, as to enſlave 
another perſon; not ſo much to en- 
creaſe the happineſs of one's friend, as 
to _ the fame of being a perſon of 


conſequence. 


= 


* (99 -3 ; 
conſequence. - On the other hand, if 
he who has received a kindneſs, has a 
vaſt idea of the obligation under which 
he labours, his mind will be too much | 
vilified to ſhare the generous inter- 
courſe of friendſhip. Whatever I may. 
have ſaid, I hope no one has a ſtronger 
ſenſe of gratitude than myſelf. - The 
| Zephyr is perfumed by the flower, but 
let it be noticed, that the zephyr feeds 
the flower; thus reciprocal is kindneſs 
in the vegetable world. 


Tax lady to whom you alluded in 
your laſt letier, is now paſt the age 6. 
giddineſs; and I hope ſhe will allow W ; 
| Bz _ herſelf 


* 


| "© 18 5 
herſelf io rele, and provide for the 
time when ſhe muſt ſeek for enter- 
tainment from herſelf, or I know who 
will bewretched. From your account, 
the probability of her marrying is but 
hae, and moſt miſerable muſt * that 
woman, who has not 3 in her 

| aj mind ! the zeſt for gaiety muſt 

| wear away with our youth ; and if we 
do not endeavour to ſecure ſome ſhare 
of information to recommend the au- 
tumn of life, it muſt paſs by 


2:5 Lis this ly ciickos in June, 
© Heard—not regarded. 
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= Page Line 9 
m, 13, for Like the filly Cuckoo, &c. read As the Cuckoo Is in June 
12, for ſenſes, read ſcenes 9 
15, for in, read will 

T, for liſten, read hearken 
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Tur lively manner in which you 
expreſs yourſelf, my dear madam, 


concerning the bridal favour, next 
claims my attention. I cannot agree 


with you, that I ſhall ſoon preſent my 
friends with remembrances of the ſame _ 
kind; but however, I am obliged for _ 


the hint, in the fable which you allude 


to; tho', as neither the hero of your 
epiſtle, nor myſelf, have the leaſt idea 


of an attachment, and as I can fing 


my heart's my own, my will is free,” 


the adage you allude to does not hold 
good ; yet, as the advice of a friend, | 
intereſted in my welfare, claims my 
grateful unn your's, I hope, will 

always £8 
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always be remembered by me as a rule 


of conduct icertyinly productive of 

happineſs; you will pardon. me 
hope, if I dedicate one ſentence to my 
own ideas on this ſubject. I think 
that, however our vanity may * flat- 


tered by the aſſiduous ü of a 


| lover, over whom we have gained an 


aſcendency, it is far more amiable, as 


well as more proper, for us to make a 


right uſe of our power, by a generous, 


tho' delicate liberality, than to abuſe 
it, by playing with his feelings with 


ambiguous inſinuations and affecta- 


5 


tion. 


How 


1 
— PO How grateful to the ge- 
| nius of Sterne, could he be ſenſible of 
it, (and perhaps he may) would the 
many alluſions to the charming ſtory 
of his Maria be! little could he have 
imagined that his deſcriptive powers 
would ever have influenced the feel- 
ings of the mechanic to pay a tribute 
to his memory in the ſhape of a fan, 


(your elegant preſent, my dear ma- 
dam, ſtrongly evinces it ;) but, alas! | 
like many other. great men, he leaves 
us to lament that the tenor of his con- 
duct was not fuch as his ſuperior 
knowledge of the human heart would 


lead us to expect.” 


a 


in our epitaph. « 2950 
Poor Maria, herſelf, will ſoften 


the language of reflection with the 


FEE | | þ t 14 
; N 
Let candour throw a ſhade over his 


frailties, and record his virtues only 


9 


ſweet veſpers on her pipe ! the reve- 
rend old monk will record his ſympa- 
| thy and relate his generoſity before the 
throne of God! the ſame eye which a 


dropt a tear on the ſword of the 


French marquis, and waſhed aw ay ih 


ruſt, will weep to blot out the faults, 


which ſome recording angel (leſs ten- 


der than poor La Fleur's was) might 


have regiſtered againſt him, in the 
great volume of the lives of all man- 
kind! 


(- 49} 
kind! Humanity herſelf, will ſeek a 

' thouſand palliations for this child of 
nature and ſenſibility ; may ſhe'pro- | 
cure his pardon before the equal judge 


of heaven 


K r 


To ſympathize with the afflicted is j 
humane, to relieve them is glorious, 
charity is like the fondneſs of the fe- 
male heart, then moſt amiable when 
it is concealed. The worſt ſtudy in 
the world is that of ſeeking to pleaſe 
by artful conduct. I have obſerved, 
that thoſe who have leaſt laboured to 
intereſt, have moſt endeared them 
ſelves; poor Maria pleaſed Sterne 


much 


5 CS F.--- 
much more as he beheld her the fim- 
ple child of nature, than ſhe would 
had her inſanity dreſſed her in fantaſ- 


tic ornaments ; or if, inſtead of looking 


with meekneſs and compaſſion on her 
little dog, e had intruded the lan- 
| gauge of ideal greatneſs on the paſ- 5 


ſenger. 


— 


—— 


— — — 


War mould you be i 
fad on account of the death of a friend? 
his life, ſurely, was ſuch as will (we 
humbly hope) ſmooth his way to hea- 
ven ; be perſuaded his ſpirit has, long 
ſince, taſted bliſs, * beyond all earthly 
dignities * perhaps too, it may be, at 


this 


( 25 ) 
this moment, obſerving your conduct: 
I fincerely pray, and believe, it will 
mark your life with ſatisfaction, and 
never turn aſide with a bluſh of confu- 
ſion for your ill conduct. But you will 
exclaim, if I go on thus, that I am 
giving you a ſolemn lecture. 1 dont 
know-how it is, but I feel a je neſcai quoi 
about me, which bids me. participate. 
in the emotions of your boſom, as well 
when they are ſoothed by melancholy, 
as when they are inſpired by love : 
however, I am not born for gravity ; 
I muſt re- aſſume my uſual nonſenſe, 
and tell you a laughable circumſtance 
vhich has occurred ee 
©” - 


Ca) 
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| Toy, How would the world 
ſmile at an laſt letter, and how 
would reflections on an embalmed 


' Heart (in the midſt of an anatomical 


muſeum) divert a modern heroine of a 


novel : you defired me to bear with 

them, which, in truth, I can, with- 
out doing any violence to my feelings; 

and (ſtrange to tell) I can alſo admire 

and commend the writer, and enter 

into all the emotions which his mind 

felt at the moment of ſurveying the 
wonders which ſurrounded him. I 

muſt, however, regret that the ideas 

which they created, gave ſo ſtrong a 

tincture 


( a7” ; 
tincture of melancholy to all his letter. 
In truth, it may be a want of feeling, 

but I think I could have contemplated 
the ſame ſubject, and returned in a 
chearful frame of mind; I don't know, 
exactly, what may give riſe to that 
chearfulneſs, but I never meditated a 
corpſe, but, after the fiſt emotions of 
grief were ſubſided, I could collect a 
: thouſand reaſons why my friend, how- 
ever happy and proſperous his life had 9 
been, was more enviable as I then ſaw 
him, cold and inſenſible, than he was | | 
when he poſſeſſed all the finer feelings 8 


of humanity ! 


CORO. 
If I wept a ſecond time, it was for 
myſelf, not for him. 


— 
— 
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Tus following ſentiments were writ⸗ 
ten in conſequence of a relation having 
loſt his wife. | 

+4 + # * 

I am much concerned to ſay that 
my dear is very far from well: 
much do I wiſh he could come to us 
again ; I ſhould hope to amuſe his 
penſive mind, and relieve his ſpirits 
by my attentions towards him. How 
ſtrange it is that the weakneſs of hu- 
man nature ſhould not be able to ſup- 
port itſelf under a loſs which we muſt 
all 


(9-3 
all of us one day feel; and where, in 


the preſent inſtance, the ſufferings of 


the patient have been, for many years, 


„„ . 


great to a degree 


— — 


SORRY am I to hear, 


that the roſes fade beneath your care; 
they are but the emblems of our ex- 
iſtence; we ſhall, hereafter, - droop 
like them ; and happy, if, like them, 
we may be inſenſible of every pang 
which too often agitates our boſoms, 
when the laſt ſenſes of life are unſold- 
ing to our view l But a truce to this 

ſubject, and pardon me for mention- 
ing it. 
83 5 ; Tur 


— 
— 


5 


— — — 
- 


Tu following extract is ſrom the 
laſt letter ſhe was capable of eompo- 
ſing; it was written but a few days 


before her death, to a very particular 
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friend, who ſupplicated her ſympathy 
in the ſharpeſt afflictions. ; 


„% 8 


- 


Ir happened moſt ſin- 
gularly unfortunate to us both, that, 
with a mutual wiſh to meet, we ſhould | 
have miſſed each other in London; 
but I truſt in heaven, that a future pe- 
riod will bring us-to a meeting leſs 

| painful than that could have been, tho' 

fo: 


0 


1 | 'Y 


ſo ardently wiſhed for by us both. — * 
Adieu! 
« May all good angels guard you.“ 
a x 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 2 


M Y deſign was to have given ſome more compoſitions "MN 

than are contained in the ſequel of this little volume; 

but on re- conſidering my plan, I judge that it would 

be further gratifying my melancholy at the expence of 

the patience of my friends. The two following, as I 
premiſed, were the offspring of my moments of agony. 

The epitaph I have added to teſtiß the value I have 
For the fond grief, which adtuated the feelings of e 
father, on the death of a daughter whom he dearly 
loved, 
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OF poor Maria's youthful grave, 
The Cypreſs throws a mournful gloom, 


The willow's drooping branches wave, N 
The wild roſe ſheds her ſhort-lived bloom. 0 


With ſighing murmurs near her flows 
Pure Iſis ſtream ; while thro' the grove 

Sad Philomela chaunts her woes, fin 
Warbling the ſtrains of widow'd love. 


The Wood-nymphs all her charms rehearſe, 
The Graces many a chaplet twine | 

The Muſes wreathe their ſimple verſe, 

To deck their own Maria's ſhrine, | 


Oft, too, her Lover will repair, 
Oft breathe Affection's ſorrowing lay, 

Oft bathe the ſod where ſleeps his Fair, 
Till ſinking Nature waſtes away. 
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_ Xa Madneſs, hail! I fly the world's gay round, 
Where life with mirth and vanity is crown'd ; 


To thy dread courts, fierce monarch, I repair— 


The child of Grief, of Horror, and Deſpair ! 


* 


Behold, thro' yon dark dell, wild ſpeQres glide, 
While ſhricks of murder ſhake the deſart wide; ps 


Mark how with trembling hand poor ſhipwreck'd Hope 


Vainly attempts to grafp a floating rope, . 
While all is chaos — waters, winds, and ſkies, 

And, in the next mad ſurge the ſufferer dies 

Now I diſcern, fad pictured in my eye, 

The pallid form of wretched Miſery, 

Viewing the midnight-ſurf with hollow roar, 

Daſh the torn carcaſe on the rocky ſhore! 

There fierce convulſions ſhake the parting breath! 
Here Fate let's drop his hand, benumb'd with death! 
View Murder too, by Shame and Hell beguiled, | 


Tearing the members of her new-born-child. 


Lo! Envy wounds Contentment's peaceful breaſt, 


And Defamation lowers the victor's creſt, 


Hold, 


(9). 


Hold, mercileſs Revenge! with trembling fright, - 
I mark the horror of thy daſtard ſpright, 
Mixing fell poiſon in the ſocial bowl, 
While Fury rages with her frantic howl !. 
At laſt Confuſion o'er thy couch is ſpread, Pe 
And reſtleſs Sleep weighs down my throbbing head. 
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Hence, horrid Pow'r ! I ſhun thy dread abode, ©: 
And breathe my mattins to Creation's God! - ++ 
. Oh may his tender mercy, ever kind, 
"Reſtore my peace, and heal my bleeding mind. 
May Reaſon ſtill her ſovereign rule maintain, 
And Reſignation guide my mournful ſtrain: 
Deſpair diſgraces e'en the ſavage race, 
Which never feels Salvation's healing grace; 
Which knows no Saviour's expiating blood 
For man's ſalvation pour'd an holy flood; 
E'en brutes attend to Nature's awful ſcrole, 
And learn Deſpair and Horror to controul ; 
Much more for thee, my ſoul, the holy page - 
Breathes conſolation to ſubdue thy rage; | 
For thy ſalvation the eternal Son, 3 
The Mighty God, in human meekneſs ſhone ; 
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Breathe o'er hes clay, affection's ſaddeſt ſigh, 


So ttt ngbty Mnalphangnks 1c 4 My. 
And fav'd from puniſhment a rebel land... _ + - 
For thee, my ſoul, he died, bear then thy ills; 
Submiſſion's thine—'tis God himſelf that wills 1 
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Go to the corſe of thy departed mad. 
Ere in the grave her beauteous frame be laid; 
Pour thy afflictions o'er her fable bier, ( 
View her wan check, and drop the tender tear; 


And learn from her, how ſweet it is to die. 

What anxious fears my drooping heart aſſail, 
Ere yet my trembling hand removes the veil _., 
From that bleſt form, which late with beauty ſhone, 
Which Elegance and Love proclaim'd their own; 
Leſt murky Death has changed that lovely face, 
Illum'd ſo late with blooming health and grace 
And black Putreſcence, with his hideous frown, 
O'er her bright charms a livid hue has thrown; 

Yet I reſolve — nor longer lingering ſta ,, 
But ſnatch the veil, and view th* untimely prey. 


Is ſhe then gone? is her chaſte dau fled? 8 
Dol behold my dear Maria dead? | 1:1 

Her much-loved features, hk ee : 

All but their glow their animating hue. 

Yet ſhe is gone | I mark ſad deſtiny, - - der ated 
(Unnat'ral to repoſe) half-ope her eye, 
Where, yet a luſtre ſhines as when it beamed , +4 
With pure religion, or for-muſery ſtream d: rias 1K 
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Mankind oft picture death with fayage bow. 
With horror ſhudd'ring,, or o'erwhelm'd with w :: 
And with a faultering voice they oft deſcribe Ys of 
The various fates which on his frown reſide. 
Such are the features of the guilty corſe, at 
When life departs midſt horror and remorſe; 
But ſee ſhe ſmiles in death, the path ſhe trod 
Was that of virtue, in the fear of God. 


As ſome diurnal flower, on whoſe mak head 
The radiance of the morning ſun is ſhed, 
Soon ſinks amidſt the fury of a ſtorm, 
And the rough wind deſtroys its tender form: | 
D 2 : 80 
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So my fair maid, in early beauty ſhone,  - . © 
So ſweetly bloom'd beneath the foſt ring ſun. 


But ah! how ſoon (ere life's meridian ray) . 


The blaſt of death her bluſhing charms decay; 
Like this poor flower, I mark her beauties fade, 
Her ſweetneſs periſh in the dreary ſhade ! 


The animating hue which late inſpired | 


| Thoſe livid cheeks, and love's fond boſom fired 
"Thoſe lips which late like bluſhing coral glow'd, - 


Whence harmony; and ſweeteſt muſic flow'd, 


Will charm no more; there awful ſilence reigns, - 
And huſh'd for ever are her tender ftrains ; 
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No more that voice will breathe in mingling * = 


Cordelia's grief, or Conſtance* miſeries; 


No more in ſoft Italia's numbers flow 


With rapt'rous harmony, or ſoothing woe : 
No more will Gallia's phraſe its beauties lend 
With Britain's bolder eloquence to blend. 

The pecil'd eye-brow, the complexion's hue, 
O'er which the lily her pale luſtre threw ; 


While 
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While the ſoft radiance of the blooming roſe | 
Thro' that thin mantle did-its bluſh diſcloſe z * * 
The dark-brown ringlets, which with ſimple grace, 
Shaded her forehead, and adorn'd her face. 
with all the ſymetry which beauty caſt 
O'er her chaſte boſom, o'er her ſlender waiſt, 
Cold and inſenſible in death muſt lie, 
Till God renews them in th' eternal ſky. 
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Ah, pallid ſickneſs! thy relentleſs hand, 
; O'er all creation ſhakes thy mortal wand; 
More fierce art thou than the ſtern fiend of war, 
Who ſpreads the cannons mangled death afar ; 
Who bore aloft, of old, the bird of Rome, 
And hurled vaſt armies to an early doom; 
He ne'er could ſee a peaceful maiden laid 
Pale and inſenſible in death's dark ſhade ; ts Ke 
He ne'er could cauſe paternal grief to flow, 
And fill a mother's breaſt with burſting woe; 
Or bid Affection pour his bitter tear 
O'er all his agitated foul held dear; 
War only marks thoſe men who fate defy, 
Who thirſt for fame, who madly dare to die. 
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Long did the havock of thy ruthleſs tooth 
8 Pray on her beauty, wither all her youtn; 
Yet ſcarce ſuſpected, till thy tyrant rage 
No lenient arts, no med'cine could aſſuage; S 


Tho friendſhip aided ſcience, yet no power 
Could ſoothe the anguiſh of thy bitter hour, 
Till that which bids all human ſuff ringsyceaſe, 
Her ſpirit rd to eternal peace. 


The ſueeteſt ſorrow which the ſoul can know, 
"The balm which ſoftens mad deſpair to woe, 
The pleaſing grief which ſwells affliction's ſigh, 
The power which een forbids the dead to die, 
Kind memory! are thine: I yet can vie, 
Events by thy fond aid for ever new ; ;, 
Traits which adorn my bleſt Maria's days, 
And o'er her tomb reflect immortal praiſe ; 
Inſpired by thee, meek memory, may my verſe 
Some of the virtues of her mind rehearſe, , 
Say in her ſoul how charity would dwell, 


How tears of pity her ſoft eye would ſwell ; . 


As when the ſunbeams on the mountains glowd, 
And ting'd the ſtream which thro" the valley flow'd 
While eve approaching, breathed her cooler breeze 
Ober fragrant plains, and fann d the wavy trees; | 
She wandered near the woodbines ſcented bower, P 
And marked the beauty of each opening flow'r ; "IR 
Each flow'r the ſemblance of the lovely maid, ö Yi 
For each bloom'd health, in innocence array d: | 
Then with the eye of fondneſs have I ſeen 
An infant group deſporting o'er the green, 
With looks expreſſive aſk a bluſhing roſe, 

A pleaſing ſolace to their fancied woes; 
For till ſome friendly hand their wants relieve, 
How ſmall ſoe'er thoſe wants, they anxious grieve, 
Soon would her gifts their ſhort-lived cares remove, | © 
Oft would ſhe bid them live in mutual love, 
Be good and grateful—always have a care 
To ſpeak the truth, nor ever idly ſwear 
Obey their parents—on each ſabbath day 
To church repair, and with devotion pray. | 
While thus ſhe kindly taught tn obedient band, 
They ſtood obſervant of her wiſe command; 


Oft have I ſeen her, when hard poverty 
Their tender limbs expoſed, their wants ſupply, 
Her own induſtrious hands their veſts wonld form 
To ſcreen weak childhood from the raging ſtorm ; 
She loved to heal their ills, their virtues raiſe, - 
And kindly liſten to their infant lays; 
Their grateful thanks would fwift-wing'd angels bear 
To heaven's high courts, and now await her there : 
The falling tears which bathe thy modeſt cheek, 
For thoſe poor orphan babes in ſorrow ſpeak 
Thy grief, Simplicity! thy form I ſee 
' Weeping thy loſs, depreſt Humility ! 
Mingle your tears, unhappy pow'rs, with mine, 
Wreathe the ſad cypreſs round Maria's ſhrine : 
For ye, unhappy innocents, my eye 
| Sheds the warm tear, my boſom breathes the ſigh. 
But you have conſolation, 'ceaſe to grieve, 
For in the mother, will the daughter live. 


Ye nymphs, who dwell within yon ſhady grove, 


Who bloom with nature's ſweets, who glow with love; 
Who mark the beauties of the landſcape's hues, 
While o'er your treſſes evening ſneds her dews; 

Who 


Who till the trembling of the tim rous deer; 
Who guard the hare, and calm the lambkin's fear; ng 
Who feed the ring-dove, and her callow young, — 
If o'er her mate the ſnares of death are fung 
Say how her voice with pity's wailings flow'd,: »/ 1751 5 
Oh! how her boſom felt compaſſions load aw H 
Whene er ſhe ſaw a moſs- wove nurſ ry torn 
From the thick boſom of the pointed m AMK 
Or heard, complaining for her bapleſs mate 
Poor Philomela to the moon relate 
Her tale of woe—how (an ill-fated prey 
The rav nous falcon ſnatch'd her mate away; 71} ge 
Or how the poiſ' nous adder's bloody fangs bein e 
Had writhed her young in death's diſtorting pangs. 
« Poor bird of woe, would the meek maiden cry, 
« Thy tale demands the pity of a ſigh. | | 
No more will evening hear thy ſtrains of love, 
No more will thy ſoft warblings fill the grove ; 
No more will ſilence liſten to thy ſong, + +! 
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Nor zephyrs waft thy plaintive notes along; 
No more will nymphs in magic wonder ſtand, 
And view the beauties of th' enchanted land ; 
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« No more will virgins liſten to thy ſtrains, 
« And mark thy wild notes to their liſt' ning ſwains; 
« No more thy mate will bleſs thy happy days, 


And hang with rapture on thy cheering lays:* 


Then would her eye with truant tears o'erflow, - | 
Then would ſhe ſigh for Philomela's woe! 


Ik... | 


| Ab, happy bird, thy woes have found relief, 
And kind oblivion ſoon allay'd thy grief: 


But mournful recollection, and a train 4 4864 


Of direſt ills will long awake muy pain. 5 
Long ſhall Iweep my fond companion dead, 


Long ſhall I bathe the ſod where reſts her head. 


Yet ſtill with chaſteſt hopes my ſoul is bleſt, 
Hopes which, alas! can never cheer thy breaſt ; | 
That as eternal life to man is given, \ ; 


I may be known to my pure love in heav'n! 


More tender ſcenes, more intereſting care, 
Recording memory tells of my loſt fair, 
How her kind welcomce charm'd'the peaſant's ear, 
Her charity the poor ſick ſoul would cheer : 


How 
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How friendſhip's power her virtuous boſom warmd, 
And her chaſte heart the ſweets of kindneſs charm'd ; 
When ſhe could meet a generous kindred migd, 

Where her own elegance and worth were ſhrin'd, 

Then would the feelings of her ſoul adorn. . _. 


þ 
The roſe, which bloom'd without an hidden thorn. 
Ah! there I ſee a grief-dejected band ir; wn TA 
Of fond fraternity in anguiſh ſtand - i 


Around her pallid corſe, and bathe her bier 
With the fad tribute of a farewell tear; 


While each relates how tenderly ſhe ſtrove 


To gain their friendſhip, and deſerve their love: 

How her affection every art would try, 

T' awake a ſmile, or check a riſing figh; 2 5 
As they lament their loſs, their looks confeſs sm 
A keener miſ'ry, a more deep diſtreſs. | . 


The heart-felt ſorrow which o'erwhelms thy breaſt, 
And robs thee of the peaceful balm of reſt, - 5 
The ſtreaming tears which bathe thy pallid cheek, 
And in the moving plaints of ſorrow ſpeæ 
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The bitter grief which wrings thy tender heart 
To ſind thou muſt from thy dear ſiſter part. 
What words can paint ? yet let religion's page, 
Hapleſs Eliza, miſery's power aſſuage; | 

For you are wiſe,” as good! your grief reſtrain, 
Nor yield to fell deſpair's unhallow'd reign. 

© Refle&t that you ſhould ſoothe a father's grief, 

<Tis you muſt give a mother's ſoul relief; 

often the anguiſh which their loſs imparts, | 
And breathe ſome ſolace to their burſting hearts, 


Doomed for the ſcourge of miſery and pain, 
What hopes can ſoothe—what comforts now remain. 
Afflicted parents! thro that cold cold breaſt, 
What fondneſs glow'd, what duty ſhone confeſt. 
Oh how affection and fond duty ſmiled, 
Thro' the pure boſom of your faithful child; 

All that obedience could deviſe, ſhe wrought, 
And her example every virtue taught 

How great the duty to thoſe friends we owe, 
Who caus'd exiſtence thro* our frames to flow; | 

| Whoſe tender care, whoſe ever anxious eye, 
Guided our youth, and fickle infancy ; 
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Whole fondeſt love our docile boſoms fired, - 
Whoſe thirſt for ſcience, all our thoughts inſpired ; 
Who breathed religion thro* our opening ſoul, 
And bade us anger and caprice controul : 

For ſuch high bleſſings, (nor can I relate 

What thouſands more ſmil'd on her happy ſtate) 
What fond affection fill'd her duteous mind, 
How love and piety their wreathes entwined ; 
What pure emotions o'er each virtue ſhone, 
Charms which, alas! are now for ever flown ! 
Till that Almighty God, who rules on high, 
Reſtores your child amid the eternal ſky. 


Hail, thou effuſion of th' all-glorious King, 

I. hou ſhadow of the holy angels wing; 

Sacred Religion, hail ! thy pious love 

Wears the bright ſemblance of the filver dove, 

Whoſe ſnowy plumes refulgent rays infold, | 

Whoſe wings are deck'd with tints of burniſh'd gold; 

Oh, meekeſt, ſaint-eyed attribute awhile p | N 

Dwell with my foul in this ſequeſter'd ile ; 

Hear me, oh! hear me, as I weep alone, 

Oh! waft my prayers to heaven's high-ſeated throne; 
+ 6 Wbere, 
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Where, when ſtern death weigh'd down her droopitng head, | 
Her ſpirit, born by guardian angels, fled, . ; 
To thee, Religion! I the taſk refign, - 
To fay how oft ſhe knelt at thy pure ſhrine, 
To trace the ſecret pray r, the praiſe that flo wd 
From her chaſte breaſt which with devotion glow'd, 
While her pure anthem pierc'd the lofty ſky, 
And ſweetly hail'd the holy Pow'r on high. b 


Ere the meek maid in peaceful ſleep was laid, "Fr 
While watchful angels hover'd o'er her head, 
Her ſoul to Heav'n its ſuppliant prayer would pour, 

To gain protection thro* the midnight hour; 

So when the morning bade her ſlumbers ceaſe, 12 
She breathed her mattins to the God of Peace, 
Thankſgiving warm'd her ſoul, her mind pofſeſs d, 
For the kind bleſſing of refreſhing reſt ; - 

Each eve and morn ſhe true obedience vow! 5 

And meekly kneeling at God's altar, bow'd; 

For theſe high traits which mark religious love, 
Affection views her in the realms above. 


Oh, thou eternal God, at whoſe command 

All nature ſtript of vibe diſguiſe ouſt land 

At whoſe decree the guilty foul muſt ſhake, | 

And piety with hopes of heav'n awake ; 

Grant that repentance may her folace pour, We 
To ſoothe the anguith of affliction's hour! 

That peace and mercy o'er my days may ſmile, 

And pleading charity be heard the while; 

That ſympathy and friendſhip to mankind, - 

Next to thy worſhip, may inſpire my mind 3 

That I, reſign'd, thy juſt decrees may bear, 

Nor ever to my gracious judge appear, 

The thankleſs child of horror and deſpair - 

Grant that at laſt, when thy all- powerful will 

Bids the ſwift current of my life be Kill ; 

That I may peaceful hear the voice of death, 

And with this hope reſign my flitting breath ; 

This cheering hope, that o'er my trembling head 

The veil of mercy may be kindly ſpread, 

To ſcreen me from ſtern juſtice* equal eye, 

Till my Redeemer gains from God on high, 

A pardon for my ſins; that I may taſte 

Immortal bliſs, and joys which ne'er will waſte, 
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